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The Taming & f theSkrete. 

Each in his office readic at thybecke. 

Wile thou haue muticke ? Harke Apollo playes, Mufiche 
And twentie caged Nightingales do fing, ^ 

Or wi'c houfleepe ? Wec’l haue thee to a Couch, 

Softer and tweeter then the luftfull bed 
Onpurpofe '(rim’d vp for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke : we will beftrow the ground. 
Orvvilcthou tide ?thy horfesflnllbetrap’d. 

Their hamelfc ftudded all with Gold and Pe3rle. 

Doft thou louehawking?Thou haft hawkes vvillfoarc 
A iouc the booming Larkc. Or wilt thou hunt, 

Thy bounds fliall make the Welkin anfwerthem 
And fetch flirill ecchoes from the hollow earth, 

* Sa y tIl0a wilt courfc.thy gray- hounds are as fwife 
As breathe j Stags ; I flcetcr,thehthe Roe. 

3 Cyi. Doft thou loue pifturcs? we wil fetch thee llrait 
Adonis painted by a running brookc, 

And Cicherca all in ledges hid. 

Which feeme to moue and wanton with her breath, 

Euen as the wauing fedgesplay with winde. 

Lord, W ee’l (hew thee [o, a» (he was a Maid, 

And how (he was beguiled and furpriz’d. 

As liuelic painted, as the deede was done. 

3 Man. Or Daphne roming through a thornic wood, 
Scratching her kgs, that one flul fwearelhe bleeds. 

And at that lightlliallfad Apollo weepe. 

So workmanhe the blood and tcaresare drawne. 

Lord. Thou art aLordandnothingburaLord; 
hou haft a ladiefarre more Beautiful!, 

Then any woman in this warning age. * 

* Man. And aril the teares that Ihe hath (bed for thee, 

Tike enuiousflouds ore run hcrloucly face. 

She was the fa. eft creature in the world. 

And yet (he is i.iferiour to none. 

_ Am I a Lord and haue I fuch a Ladie ? 

Ur do I dreame ? Or haue I dream ’d till now l 
I do not fleepe : 1 fee, I heare , I fpeake : 

I Imel fwcct fauors,and Ifeelc fofc things ; 

V pon my life I am a Lord indeed e, 
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And not a Tinker, nor Chriftopher Sh e. 

Well, bring oar ladie hither to our light. 

And once asaine a pot o'th (malkft Ale* , 

' 2 Man . w.lt pleafe your mightinelle to waft your hands : 

Oh how wc ioy to lee your wit relto’d, 

Ois that once more you knew but what you are : 

Thefe fifccene ye'eres you hsue bin sn a dreame 
Or when you wak’d/o wak’d asif you ilept. 

’ Beg. Thefe fifcecne yeeres, by my ray, a goodly nap. 

But d?d 1 neuer fpeake of all that time. 

a CMart. Oh yes mg Lord, but veric idle words 
For though yottlay heereiu this goodlieclian'ber. 

Yet would you lay ye wcare beaten out of doote. 

And raile vpon the Hollefie of the houfe. 

And fay you would prefent her at the Leete, 

Becaulc (be brought ftone-iugs, and no fea’ld quarts % 

Sometimes you would cal' cut for Cicely Hackct. 

Ben. I, the womans maid of the houfe. 
y.cjpfyn W by fir you kouw no houfe, nor no fuch maid 
Nor no fuch men as yon haue reckon’d vp, . 

As Stephen She, zndo\A lohn 2{jips of Greece, 

And Peter Turph and Henry Timptrtiell, 

And twentie mere luch names and men as thefe. 

Which neuer were , nor no man euer faw. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends, All. Amen 

Enter Ladiesvith (Attendants. 

Beg . I thankcthcc,tbou (halt not loofe by it. 

Lady . H aw fares my noble Lord ? 

Beg. Marrie 1 fate wclfforheercis cheere enough. 

Where is my wife? 

La. Heeve noble Lord, what is thy will with her 
Beg. Arc you nry wile and will not call mec husband? 
Mymcnlhould callmee Lord, I am your good-man. 

La. My husband and my Lord, my Lord and husband I am your 
wifcinali obedi nee. 

Beg. I know it v-^I , what muft I call her ? 

rd. Madam. 
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%• dice Madam , or lone Madam .? 
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